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saved by the beasts that trod them, her rivers watched by
saurians. Her secrets were forever guarded . .. forever safe.

This was the Congo song: the song of the sluggish rivers, of
the mountains, the forests; the song of the distant, throbbing
drums, of the ripe fruits falling, of the mosquitoes humming
in the scented dusk; the song of Entobo, of the gorilla and the
snake.

The song no white man would ever sing.

THE END